WRESTING A PRIZE

of the hearth and out through the slag-hole.
My helper has pushed up a buggy there to
receive it. More than an eighth and some-
times a quarter of the weight of the pig-iron
flows off in slag and is carted away.

Meanwhile I have got the job of my life on
my hands. I must stir my boiling mess with
all the strength in my body. For now is my
chance to defeat nature and wring from the
loosening grip of her hand the pure iron she
never intended to jave w-g:rystallizing out of the bath like butter
